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Shutting Him Up (Impossible) 


Author's Notes: 
This is my very first Iron Maiden fic so forgive me if i get Steve\'s voicing wrong (he\'s friggin difficult to 
write dialogue for) so if i fuck up i\'m sorry! 


Steve sighed as he laid back in bed, trying to read while Bruce showered. The decision had been made to stay 
one more night in Brazil to relax a little and meet fans. It also meant being stuck in a hotel room with Bruce 
another day. The bassist had almost completely relaxed when the singer began belting out ‘Powerslave’ in the 
middle of his shower, scaring Steve so bad he almost fell off the bed. “Bruce..Brucel” he yelled and the singer 
carried on. "BRUCEI!" he screamed and the song paused. 


"What?" he called back and Steve glared at the door, slouching into the sheets in irritation 


"Shut the ‘ell up!" he could hear a faint chuckle and there was blissful silence for all of two minutes. His heart 
almost burst out of his chest when Bruce began screaming ‘The Trooper. 
"Bloody ‘elll" he snapped and laughed echoed from the bathroom. "Cor Bruce, you bloody bastard, are you trying 


ta give me a bleedin’ 'eartattack?" Bruce came out dripping wet with a wild grin. 


"Aww Harry don't be so sensitive." The singer jeered with a laughed and toweled his hair dry, standing 
unabashedly naked in the middle of the room before putting on a pair of boxers. Steve was unfazed at Bruce's 
shameless display of himself not that the singer had anything to be ashamed of being made of chiseled muscle, 
but he wasn't shy and spending year after year in hotel rooms with him had desensitized Steve to naked men.. 
or so he thought as he shifted uncomfortably on the bed. The bassist rolled his eyes and returned to his book. 


"He Harry what are you readin?" Steve growled in frustration glancing up. 


"Damn it Bruce it's a book! Me ‘ead is achin' now shut the fuck up" Bruce pouted and looked away, drumming 


his fingers on his leg. 


"Why do you have to be in such a bad mood all the time Harry? If you hate me so much, bunk with Ade or 
Davey." He hissed softly and went to find his notepad. Steve winced at his hurt tone and sighed, rubbing his 
forehead. 


"Bruce..." 


"Just read you damn book Harry." He snapped and reclined on his own bed with his notepad. Harry sighed in 
discomfort but returned to his book Minutes later Bruce was whistling a melody softly. With a low groan 
Steve put down his book and quietly made his way to the singer's bed. He growled and pinned the smaller man 
to the mattress. 


‘lm sorry | ‘urt ya but fer fuck sake Bruce, be quiet!" leaning forward he captured his lips in a deep kiss that 
seemed to suck the breath from the singer's lungs. Bruce bucked his hips, seeking more contact. When they 
finally broke from air Steve gasped while Bruce panted quietly. 


"Harry, Harry l." the bassist bit his neck hard and Bruce cried out, struggling against him but going nowhere 


with no leverage. 


"Be quiet!" Steve snarled and the singer bit his lips. "Good boy." Bruce arched off the bed to rub against Steve 
like an overgrown, horny cat. He forced himself to stay quiet as Steve thrust back against him slowly. Steve 
chuckled at the tiny whine that escaped the singer when he teased his nipples and nipped his neck again. Bruce 


was going to have some hickeys he would have to explain tomorrow but Steve couldn't bring himself to care. 
"Harry." he whimpered in a tiny desperate voice that made Steve chuckle despite his command to not speak 
He hummed, still tonging his nipple when Bruce squirmed. "Please..stop teasing me." Steve grinned and leaned up 


the shorter, muscled body under him. 


| don't fink | will" Bruce thrashed slightly but Steve held him still until he wore himself out. The singer pouted 


up at him, sweating and flushed. 


"Why do you have to be such an arse to him Harry?" Steve scoffed and leaned into his ear. 


"Because you drive me men‘al." he nipped the lobe slightly before using the singer's scarf tucked in his nearby 


bag to tie his wrists to the headboard. 
"Harry!" Bruce yelped, thrashing harder in panic but Steve just chuckled and huskily whispered in his ear again. 


"Calm down Bruce I'm not gonna ‘urt ya so stop frashin'." He said calmingly and Bruce went limp under him, his 
hard on digging into the bassist's ass. With a tiny laugh Steve kissed him gently before slipping down his body 
to settle between his legs. Bruce struggled upwards, using his arm to prop up his head so he could watch 
Steve with dark, burning eyes. The taller man cupped his lover's hips and dragged his boxers back down strong 
legs. He licked his lips at the sight of Bruce's weeping cock strained toward his stomach and ripping precome 


onto taut muscle. 


"Please Harry!" Bruce begged softly and Steve leaned up to nuzzle his navel, tongue peeking out to swipe at 
precome, the sucked the head of Bruce's cock into his mouth. Bruce sobbed, bucking up before strong hands 
pinned his hips down. The bassist managed a deep breath before engulfing him and swallowing around the singer. 
‘Ohmysweetfuck HARRY!" Bruce cried out, tossing his head from side to side. Steve replaced his mouth with a 
hand to suck two fingers slowly. The smaller man whined at the loss of the bassists hot mouth but the first 
touch of long fingers to his hole made him pause. With a whimper he rolled his hips down into the questing 
finger, biting his lip at the burn of penetration. Steve watched his face as he thrust slowly into his tight ass. 


"Fuck..you look so hot." He groaned and kissed Bruce's hip before sucking his prick back into his mouth, bobbing 
in time with his thrusts. 


"Fuck, Harry you teasing fuck!" he sobbed when he added another finger and curled them to press against his 
prostate. "Fuck me." He begged and Steve glanced at him through long curling hair. Bruce wanted to cry when 
his throbbing dick was once again neglected. 


"Seriously?" he asked. Bruce nodded, whining and squirming on the bed. 


"Fuck me please Harry." The bassist groaned and leaned up his body to kiss the singer's trembling lips before 
getting off the bed to strip. Bruce watched him with needy eyes, licking his lips when Steve's cock came into 
view. Steve slipped back onto the bed. "Lube?" the singer breathed and Steve laughed motioning to his hand 


lotion. 


"Took care of it" Bruce relaxed when the head of Steve's well lubed cock pressed against him. He smirked, 
rolling up into Steve. The bassist growled and thrust hard into him. The smaller man yelped at the sudden 
intrusion Steve held still for him before he continued. They gasped into sweating skin as the feeling of being so 
close to each other became almost overwhelming. "Bruce.." the singer pulled back from his shoulder only to be 
trapped in a kiss that had his head spinning. "Ready?" he panted, breaking away from Bruce's mouth. The singer 
nodded and wrapped his legs around Steve's hips. His first thrust had Bruce sighing. 


"Don't be a fucking pussy Harry." He teased and Steve slammed into him as hard as he could suddenly. Bruce 
snarled, back bowing off the bed. "There we go." Steve grunted in reply. The singer hissed when Steve stabbed 


his prostate. 


"Cor Bruce..." the smaller man struggled against his bonds, needing more contact with the sweating man above 


him. 
"Harry touch me please." He cried out and Steve smirked. 


"Touch you?" his long fingers dance over heated skin and Bruce could have cried when they avoided his cock 
and stroked up his sides. "Touch you where?" Fingers teased his ripples. "Here?" Bruce yelped when the pinched 
and tugged at the sensitive buds before rapidly shaking his head. 


"My cock you bleedin’ bastard" He wheezed against his arm at another particularly hard thrust to his 


prostate. "Touch my cock." He screamed in frustration and Steve his head to kiss swollen red lips. 


"Ok" He grinned, wrapping a hand around heated flesh covered steel. Bruce shivered violently as his eyes rolled 


back. 


"Fuck." he gasped and trembled as his orgasm approached swiftly, sweating and moaning as first raced in his 
blood before exploding. "Fuck Harry!" the singer howled and quickly muffled his wail as best he could into 
Steve's shoulder. Steve moaned when the tight walls of Bruce's ass clamped around him, spurring on a mind 


blowing orgasm that seemed to last forever until he collapsed on top of the panting singer. 


"Cor | fink me bones ‘ave turned ta mush." He joked with a yawn and Bruce chuckled, eyes drifting closed as 
Steve's fingers worked the knot loose to free his wrists from the headboard and tossed it to the floor. 


"We're a mess mate." Steve yawned again and pulled out of him gently. "I think you bruised my ass Harry.” The 
bassist scoffed. 


"You asked fer it." Bruce shrugged with a nod and 

watched as Steve got up with a heavy heart until he returned with a wash cloth. "Can't be sleepin’ wif yer 
spunk everywhere." He said with a grin. That produced a loud belly laugh from the front man like Steve hoped 
before cleaning them up and lying back down. Steve sighed in content before tossing an arm around Bruce and 
pulling him tight to his chest. Bruce grinned and puckered his lips to let out a long low whistle before falling 
into an easy slumber. Steve shook his head slightly with the tiniest smile on his face. 


"Loud twat." He chuckled and cuddled closer to the warm body for much needed rest. 


